with his papers. There were photographs of the small bank-building he
had been dding. These showed only remnants of the great genius that
flashed upon him in the Wainwright Building in St. Louis as in the old
days in the tower. He was leaning heavily now on George Elmslie who
was still with him at the time these buildings were done.
But at least liebermeister was safe in an armchair by a fireside. He had
been made a life-member of the Cliff Dwellers. It is one of the great
virtues of that organisation that it did this for him. I had corresponded
with him while in Japan, and from Los Angeles. Whenever I got to
Chicago I took a room at the Congress for him, next mine. He was now
staying at the old Hotel Warner way down on Cottage Grove Avenue, an
old haunt of his with little else to recommend it. He had taken great pride
in the performance of the Imperial Hotel, wrote two articles concerning
it for the Architectural Record. 'At last, Frank,' he said, 'something they
can't take away from you.' (I wonder why he thought cthey' couldn't
take it away from me? *They' could take anything away from anybody,
if not by hook, then by crook.)
Several architects in Chicago befriended him, had been kind to him.
Gates of the American, and Lucas, Hottinger, and others of the North-
western Terra Gotta Company especially so. But he was no more tolerant
of his contemporaries in architecture now than ever before. Rather less so.
For many years he had been compelled to see great opportunities for
work he could do so much better as to make comparison absurd—going to
inferior men, going just because his personal habits had given provincial
prejudice a chance to 'view with alarm* or dislike, though the matters
involved were no concern of theirs nor directly connected with his
efficiency as an architect. Ignorant prejudice, provincial, quotidian, was
his implacable enemy. A genius? Well, that term damned him as it was
intended to do. It will write any man off the commercial scene we live in.
Finance beware! Tiptoe to safety when that word comes through!
But now his efficiency was actually impaired by himself. He had in-
creasingly sought refuge from loneliness—frustration—yes, and betrayal
too, where and as so many of his gifted brothers have been driven to do
since time was.
But had opportunity really opened even at this late in his life, he might
have been saved for years of remarkable usefulness. But popular timidity
and prejudice encouraged by jealousy had built a wall of ignorance around
"Kim so high that the wall blinded his countrymen and wasted him. At
times his despondency would overcome his native pride and natural
buoyancy. Even his high courage would give way to fear for his livelihood.
Then all would come dear again. For a while.
He was caustic when he chose, was the old Master. When he was in a
bitter mood, a dozen or so of his hard-boiled contemporaries would come
tumbling from their perches on high, top side down, inside out. His blade
could cut and flash as it cut.
He was writing the Autobiography of an Idea at this time. Occasion-
ally he would read chapters to me. He had always loved to write. Now
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